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When the last steamer drew away from the quayside there
was a crescendo of women's sobs, hysterical cries, curses.
Before the curt bass roar of the ship's syren had had time
to die away a young Kalmyk in a foxskin cap with ear and
neckflaps jumped into the water and swam after the
steamer.
" He couldn't wait! " one of the cossacks sighed.
" It's clear that whatever happened he couldn't remain
behind ! " said a cossack standing close to Gregor. " He
must have done the Reds too much harm. . . ."
Clenching his teeth, Gregor stared after the swimming
Kalmyk. More and more slowly swung the swimmer's arms
through the air, lower and lower sank his shoulders. His
saturated greatcoat was dragging him down. A wave
washed his shabby red foxskin cap off his head and threw
it back.
" The damned heathen will drown ! " some old man in a
long Caucasian coat said commiserately.
Gregor turned sharply on his heel and went to his horse.
He found Prokhor talking excitedly to Ryabchikov and
Bogatiriev, who had just galloped up. Seeing Gregor,
Ryabchikov fidgeted in his saddle, impatiently dug his heels
into his horse's flanks, and shouted:
" Hurry up, Pantalievich ! " Not waiting for Gregor to
reach them, he shouted to him : " Let's retreat before it's
too late. We've collected a good half squadron of cossacks,
and we're thinking of making our way to Gelendzhik, and
then on to Georgia. How do you stand ? "
His hands thrust deep into the pockets of his greatcoat,
silently pushing aside the aimlessly gathering cossacks,
Gregor went up to them.
" Will you come with us or not ? " Ryabchikov asked
insistently, riding right up to him.
" No, I won't! "
" We've got a cossack military commander to join in
with us. He knows every inch of the road, and says he could
lead us blindfold all the way to Tiflis. Come on, Grisha!
And from there we'll go on to the Turks. What do you say ?
We've got to save ourselves somehow! We're getting near
the end now, but you're just like a half dead fish."
" No ! 1 shan't go ! " Gregor took the reins from Prokhor's
hand, and climbed heavily, like an old man, into the saddle.